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are all welcome. Nay, we often prefer the arrange-
ments of orchestral things, for we do not think of the
piano merely as a solo instrument; to us it is the
shining ivory and ebony gateway to the land of music.
As our fingers wander over the keys our great dream-
orchestra wakens to life.

I believe that at the very end, when the depths of
our folly and ignorance are fully revealed, when all
our false notes have been cast up into one awful total
by the recording angel of music, it will be found that
we,the bad pianists, have been misjudged among men,
that we, too, have loved and laboured for the divine art,
When we file into Elysium, forlorn, scared, a shabby
little band, and come within sight of Beethoven,
whom we have murdered so many times, I believe
that a smile will break through the thunder-cloud of
his face. "Ach! Come you in, children," he will roar,
"bad players, eh? ... I have heard. , . . Very bad
players. , . , But there have been worse among you.
... The spirit was in you, and you have listened well.
... Come in.... I have composed one hundred and
fifty more symphonies and sonatas, and you shall
hear them all"